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XXVHI

AFTER great storms the cairn returns^
And pleasanter it is thereby;
Fortune likewise that often turns
Hath made me now the most happy*

The Heaven that pitied my distress,
My just desire, and my cry,
Hath made my languor to cesse,
And me also the most happy.

Whereto despaired ye, my friends?
My trust alway in her did lie
That knoweth what my thought intends:
Whereby I live the most happy.

Lo, what can take hope from that heart
That is assured steadfastly?
Hope therefore ye that live in smart,
Whereby I am the most happy.

And I that have felt of your pain
Shall pray to God continually
To make your hope your health retain,
And me also the most happy.

XXIX

THOUGH this the port, and I thy servant true,
And thou thyself dost cast thy beams from high
From thy chief house, promising to renew
Both joy and eke delight, behold yet how that I,
Banished from my bliss, carefully do cry,
Help now, Cytherea, my lady dear,
My fearful trust, en vogant la gakre.

Alas, the doubt that dreadful absence giveth!
Without thine aid assurance is there none:
The firm faith that in the wafr fleteth
Succour thou therefore: in thee it is alone.
Stay that with faith that faithfully doth moan,
And thou also givest me both hope and fear.
Remember thou me, en vogant galere.